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SONGS IN THE VALLEY. 

BY 

SOME WHO WENT THROUGH IT. 



44 ^WHEN Christian had travelled in this disconsolate 
J condition some considerable time, he thought he 
heard the voice of a man as going before him, saying, 
* Though I walk in the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no ill for Thou art with me.* Then was he 
glad, and that for these reasons : first, because he gathered 
from thence that some who feared God were in this 
valley as well as himself ; secondly, for that he perceived 
God was with them, though in that dark and dismal 
state, and why not, thought he, with me? — though by 
reason of the impediment that attends this place I cannot 
perceive it." 

BUNYAN. 



" As one who, walking in the twilight gloom, 
Hears round about him voices as it darkens. 
And seeing not the forms from which they come, 
Pauses from time to time, and turns and hearkens.'* 

Longfellow. 
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SONGS IN THE VALLEY. 



INTRODUCTION. 

fF any thought or word in these few pages, 
Should be the means of giving consolation, 
Oh ! what a joy 'twill be in endless ages, 
Amid the countless joys of our salvation ! 

Dear souls, now struggling in a world of woe 
'Gainst Satan's buflfetings and sin's convictions, 

Think not yourselves alone are tempted so, 

Your brethren have accomplished like afflictions.* 

There hath no trial ta'en you, no temptation,t 
But such as is too common to mankind : 

This in itself is little consolation. 

But " God is faithful"— there we comfort find. 



I Peter v. 9. 



t I Cor. X. 13. 



lo Introduction, 

He will not suflfer us to be so tempted, 
That we should be unable to withstand ; 

From trial or from conflict not exempted, 
But in and from it rescued by His hand. 

Yes, " God is faithful !" with the fiery trial 

He makes a way that we may 'scape from falling ; 

" Able to bear it !" — there is no denial 

Of His great love — ^no turning— no recalling .! 

And then come, springing from the tribulation. 
Patience, experience, hope, graces of heaven,* 

Fruits of the Holy Spirit's cultivation, 

Fresh from the harrow'd soil, these all are given. 

But, oh ! what comfort ! " knowing our election,"t 
" Now are we sons of God,"J " led by His Spirit,"§ 

" Chasten'd as sons,"ir we bless the fond correction, 
And give all glory to the Saviour's merit. 

Thus, then, beloved, in the lines succeeding, 
We who were tried, but now have consolation. 

Desire to comfort you whose hearts are bleeding, 
With the same comfort and the same salvation.! 

J. R. F. 

* Rom. V. 3, 4. t I Thess. i. 4. J i John iil 2. 

§ Rom. viii. 14. ^ Heb. xii. .7 || 2 Cor. i. 4. 



Rest 



REST. 



** When the clouds return after the rain/'— EccLES. xii. 2. 

** God has often to take away His gifts that we may know 
He gave them." 



Op S there no rest for the weary ? 
J^ In the wide earth no rest ? 
I said, as I rose up dreary, 
By griefs first load oppressed. 

But I look'd to life's far future, 
My soul grew calm and strong ; 

I said — " This is but a shower : 
Sunshine will come ere long." 

And the sunshine came in brightness. 
My tears dried one by one ; 

I rejoiced — the storm was over. 
My soul's earth-rest was won. 

But, again, clouds gathered o'er me, 
And darker, denser grew ; 

And the tears I strove to smother. 
Were burning, large, and few. 



Rest. 

And the Sun, in old-time brightness, 

On me ne'er shone again. 
For moments of joyous lightness 

Were hours of woe and pain. 

Then, I knelt— hot tears still falling — 
And trembling kiss'd the rod ; 

Earth promised no brilliant future. 
But I found rest in God. 

And while in His love, forgetting 

Hopes that retum'd no more, 
With earth's choicest joys and blessings. 

He made my cup run o'er. 

E. J. E. 



Lord^ if Thou hadst been here, 13 



LORD, IF THOU HADST BEEN HERE. 



•* Then said Martha unto Jesus, Lord, if thou hadst been 

here, my brother had not died Jesus saith unto her, 

Said I not unto unto thee, that, if thou wouldest believe, thou 
shouldest see the glory of God." — ^John xi. 21, 40. 



fORD, if Thou hadst been here ! my sickly soul 
Had lived to praise Thee ; then this dreadful 
death 
In life had never come, with all its train 
Of sickening sights, the feverish raving, and 
The chill of failing heart, and brain, and voice ; 
The mourning relatives and friends around. 
Who gently tread, and whisper as they stand 
Watching the wasting strength and fleeting breath. 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! one gracious look 
Had heai'd my soul ; death could not claim his prey 
In Thy blest presence, for I know Thou art 
The resurrection and the life \ but now 
Tis over \ all is still ; the grave must now 
Conceal corruption from the sorrowing gaze 
Of those who dared not think that hope was gone 
Whilst Thou wert near with all Thy healing power. 



14 Lordy if Thou hadst been here. 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! but who dare blame, 
Thee, who art all compassion ; oh ! forgive 
The thought, long-suflf'ring Saviour ; well I know 
I am not worthy that Thou shouldest come 
Beneath my roof ; for I with shame confess 
That often, when I heard Thee knock without, 
I would not welcome Thee within, but sent 
Thy gracious Spirit sorrowing away. 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! what madness now 

It seems that I, forgetful of the times. 

When Thou didst visit me, and deign to sup 

At my poor table, filling all the house 

With light and joy divine, should basely choose 

Other companions in my revelry 

Of youth and spirits, such ones as I knew 

Thou couldst not tolerate nor look upon. 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! ere the last spark 

Of life had gone, how soon the generous flame 

Of true devotion would re-kindle, and 

Thy love engender love ! Oh ! with what haste 

Of zeal and indignation should we strive 

To purify the room, and drive away 

All that offended Thee, and make it meet 

For the Good Master's presence and His use. 



Lord^ if Thou hadst been here, 15 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! But stay— perhaps 

Thou didst delay Thy coming out of love, 

Deeper than we can fathom ; 'twas to teach 

The solemn truth, that Thou alone art life. 

In Thee we live and move and have our being ; 

So that engraven on our memories, 

It might remain, that we are dead, and can 

Do nothing without Thee — dead corpses all ! 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! but even now ; 

Now though my soul is dead, I know that God 

Will give whatever Thou wilt ask of Him ; 

O gracious Saviour, ask eternal life ! 

For God is infinite, and God is love, 

And willeth not that any soul should perish ; 

Thou art the resurrection and the life. 

He that believeth upon Thee shall live ! 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! for at the first 
Thou saidst this sickness is not unto death, 
But for God's glory, that the Son of God 
Might thus be glorified ; that was the word 
Which came in answer, when we sent to Thee 
To tell Thee that the soul which Thou didst love 
Was sick, and so we hoped, and watch'd, and wept, 
Till hope died out, because Thou wert away. 



1 6 Lordy if Thou hadst been here. 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! For what avail 
Friends, and physicians, earthly comforts, and 
The many blessings which remain to us, 
Since Thou wert absent, and our loved one died, 
And now lies rotting in the grave. O Lord, 
Thou art the Christ, the Son of God ! I know 
That even now, whatever Thou wilt ask 
Of God, He will bestow it ; ask for life ! 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! I see Thee moved, 
Thy human heart is now touch'd with the feeling 
Of our infirmities ; what love Thou hast ! 
Thou weepest, and dost groan in spirit, and 
Art troubled at the sight of all our woe ; 
Thou couldst have caused that even this dead soul 
Should not have died, but Thou art wise. Thou hast 
Some wondrous loving purpose to reveal ! 

Lord, if Thou hadst been here ! Nay, now I see 
'Twas better that Thou shouldst send this blow, 
This trial of our faith, that we might feel 
Thy love and power, and see Thee stand before 
The gate of death, and hear Thee call, " Come forth," 
And know henceforth that Thou canst raise the dead. 
Forgive the unbelief, Thou grantest faith. 
Now we behold the glory of our God ! 

J. R. F. 



Delation, 17 



DEVOTION. 



' Her sins, which are many, are forgiven.*' — Luke vii. 47. 



IP HEY love Him much — ^no words can tell 
% The deep devotion sinners feel 
For Him who saved their souls from hell, 
And does each day fresh love reveal. 

All comes from Him — ^the first faint prayer, 
The longing to escape from sin, 

Pardon of guilt, hope in despair. 
And life new springing up within. 

He works the whole, to Him the praise. 
So let His saints reflect His love ; 

Live to His glory all their days. 
And laud His name in realms above ! 

J. R. F. 



1 8 My Father's Hand. 

MY FATHER'S HAND. 

' ILT Thou, Father, give me back 

Earth's bright spring-time? golden hours ? 
Wilt Thou give me back again, 

Earth's bright hopes with spring's bright 
flowers ? 

Oh ! may I, my hand out-stretching. 
Thy good gifts again to grasp, 

From Thy hand those gifts receiving, 
Hold it with a truer clasp. 

So that when death's darkness gathers 

Once again around my way. 
Led by Thee I'll follow gladly. 

And the night shall shine like day. 

E. J. E. 




Bethesda, 19 



BETHESDA. 



" Wilt thou be made whole ?"— John v. 6. 



N^Y soul, thou art amongst a multitude 
^ Of sin-sick folk, the withered, halt, and blind ; 
Thy case is obstinate, and has withstood 
All remedies which human art can find. 
Tis well thou knowest thy disease, my soul, 
And hopest still that thou shalt yet be whole. 

My soul, be not discouraged, come again, 
And yet again, to that pure crystal stream, 

That fountain open'd for the race of men, 
For all uncleanness, in Jerusalem. 

'Tis well thou longest to be washed, my soul ; 

Wait on in patience, and thou shalt be whole. 

My soul, remember not with vain regret. 
Thy many failures, when the moving wave 

Moved not for thee, for thou canst ne'er forget 
The frequent cures, the perfect power to save. 

'Tis well that others have been heal'd, my soul ; 

Rejoice for them, thyself shalt soon be whole. 



20 Bethesda, 

My soul, be sure those dreary years gone by, 
Of baffled hope, have not been lived in vain; 

They taught thee thou canst nothing do or try 
Of thine own self to ease thy inward pain. 

'Tis when thou know'st thou hast no strength, my soul. 

That One Almighty comes and makes thee whole. 

My soul, He knows of thine infirmity, 

How many years thou hast been in that case ; 

How often thou hast come, half doubtingly. 
To lie dejected and despair of grace. 

'Tis well for thee He can be touch'd, my soul. 

With all thy grief : He says, " Wilt thou be whole ?" 

My soul, Hemark'd thee 'mid the jostling crowd; 

He knows that thou art friendless, and hast none 
Who would attend if thou should'st cry aloud, 

When the troubPd waters rise and hope seems gone. 
But He's the Friend of sinners, O my soul. 
And in thy need He asks : " Wilt thou be whole?" 

My soul, doubt not His power or willingness ; 

He cleansed the lepers, and He raised the dead. 
He cast out devils — forced them to confess 

His power and God-head — He must be obey'd. 
'Tis thou must have the wish, weak, treacherous soul ; 
He has the power and will to make thee whole. 



Bethesda, 21 

My soul, He yearns to save thee, and has oft 
Marveird because of all thine unbelief. 

Which check'd His mighty work in thee ; but soft 
He comes to thee, and brings at once relief: 

Oh ! hear Him say — " Rise up and walk, weak soul, 

Take up thy bed, for I have made thee whole." 

My soul, with that command He gives thee strength; 

Immediately disease and death have flown ; 
He speaks, and it is done, and now at length 

He gives thee life — eternal as His own ! 
But thou must bear thy burden, wilful soul, 
That bed thou madest ere thou wert made whole. 

My soul, rise up ! Oh 1 do not sadly cast 
Thyself again upon that bed ; rise, run 

The heavenly race, forget the dreadful past, 
Reach forth to things before, life has begun ; 

Press toward the mark which He has set, my soul, 

'Twas His high calling when He made thee whole. 

My soul, it was the Sabbath when He spoke, 
And gave thee peace and rest from pain and care ; 

The dawn of future rest then dimly broke. 
The perfect day will come, do not despair. 

O weary, heavy-laden, anxious soul, 

He gives thee rest since He has made thee whole. 



22 The Verdict 

My soul, what canst Thou render to the Lord 
For all His benefits ? What thanks, what praise, 

What love thou owest I Who can Him reward ? 
And thou hast nothing. Take the cup of grace. 

He '11 find thee in His temple, joyful soul ! 

No more to sin, for there thou shalt be whole. 

J. R. F. 



THE VERDICT. 



" Neither do I condemn thee : go, and sin no more." 
John viii. ii. 



^ O, and sin no more, weak one ; 
{, Go, and sin no more ; 
I am God, and I alone 

Give to thee the power. 
First the pardon, then the strength. 
Peace at once, and joy at length — 
Go, and sin no more. 



J. R. F. 



A Key of Promise, 23 



A KEY OF PROMISE. 



" Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast out." 
John vi. 37. 



fY heart was full of unbelief and sin ; 
I saw the door, but could not enter in ; 
Then did the voice of my Redeemer say, 
" Come, for thy God ' in no wise' casts away." 

Oh ! cast me not away, my Lord my God ; 
I come to Thee with sin's most grievous load. 
" Come unto Me, poor soul by sin oppress'd ; 
I — I alone can give the weary rest." 

And Thou canst give it, Saviour ; — oh 1 on Thee, 

I rest alone ; Thy promise is my plea. 

Tho* I am vile, yet doth my Saviour say, 

" Come, for thy God * in no wise' casts away." 

E. J. E. 



24 Breathing for Heaven, 



BREATHING FOR HEAVEN. 

f would fly to Thee, dear Saviour, 
From this world of sin and woe, 
From this dark and gloomy dwelling. 
Where I'm prison-bound below. 

Here I Ve nought but pain and sorrow, 
But with Thee are joys imknown ; 

When shall I appear before Thee, 
Stand at length before Thy throne ? 

Oh ! I long to cross the Jordan, 
Darkly flowing though it be ; 

On its further shore appearing. 
Heaven's eternal gates I see ! 

Through the dreary gloomy vista. 

Still a joyous ray appears ; 
Given to light my path to glory, 

All my pilgrimage it cheers. 

Why delay, then, dearest Saviour? 

Bring thy suff"ering exile home ; 
Send for me Thy welcome summons, 

Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come 1 



J. W. 



Aspirations. 25 



SUBMISSION. 
I Sam. iii. 18. 

f T is the Lord ! bow low 
) Beneath His rod, 

It is thy God ! 
Thou rebel soul must know 
What thou wast all too slow 
To leam, without this blow, 
The will of GoA 

J. R. F. 



ASPIRATIONS. 
Romans viii. 16-29 > i^* 25. 

fH ! to be amongst the " many ! '* 
Found amid the favoured throng ! 
Pressing forward, looking upward. 
Aiming at the heavenly song 

Here so often interrupted, 

Mixed with sin and care and fear. 
Clouded hours, depressing seasons. 

And the unbelieving tear. 



26 Amazing Love. 

Oh ! to be amongst " the children," 
Saved by power, call'd by grace, 

One of the belovfed people 
Who shall see the Father's face. 

Oh ! for grace to be found faithful, 
Loving, patient, child-like, meek, 

Filling the appointed station. 
Helping others who are weak. 



AMAZING LOVE. 



' While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us."— Rom. v. 8. 



^ AS it for me the Saviour died ? 
K For me, so vile and base. 
For me, was scourged, and crucified. 
And bore such foul disgrace ? 

I know the Lord laid down His life 
To save His friends from hell ; 

To lead them safe through this world's strife 
To Him they loved so well 



A mazing Love, 2 7 

But I have been an enemy — 

Far worse ! a treach'rous friend ; 
I Ve wounded Him more cruelly 

Than open foes offend. 

He shower'd bounties on my way, 

And gifts and talents gave ; 
He wam'd me when I went astray, 

And yeam'd my soul to save. 

But I, ungrateful wretch, have made 

Poor use of all His grace ; 
His love despised, His cause betray'd, 

In all my course I trace. 

What dreadful guilt ! Oh ! can I still 

Hope that he died for me ? 
Trembling, I wait to learn His will ; 

May I salvation see ? 

Then hear His word, " Return, return ; 

Backsliding children, come ; 
I love you freely — ^yea, I yearn 

To bring you safely home." 

For the imgodly, Jesus died ; 

The lost. He came to save ; 
To the rebellious, gifts suppUed, 

When risen from the grave. 



28 Fargweness. 

Amazing thought ! for rebels, too. 
He shed His precious blood ; 

Yes, traitor, Jesus died for you. 
To bring you back to God I 



J. R. F. 



FORGIVENESS. 



** He frankly forgave them both.*' — Luke vii. 42. 



f'^H ! what a debt I owed to Thee, 
My Master and my Lord ! 
Yet Thou didst frankly set me free 
By one short tender word. 

Forgiveness ! when I think of this, 

I see the mountain load 
Of hideous guilt which reach'd the skies. 

And kept me from my God, 

Swept from the view, and plunged beneath 

The deep unfathom'd sea 
Of love divine — no more to rise 

Through all eternity. 



Forgiveness. 29 

Forgiveness ! that recalls to mind 

The terrible arrears 
Of gifts neglected, talents hid, 

Misspent and wasted years. 

Lost opportunities, ai^d good 

Undone for want oif faith ; 
But that vast sum was blotted out 

At Thy most precious death. 

" Nothing to pay" is all the plea 

Which I can faintly bring ; 
Th' extreme of abject poverty 

Before Thy throne I fling. 

But, Lord, it is the same for all. 

The best and worst alike ; 
Whether the debt be great or small, 

None can the balance strike. 

Forgiveness comes from Thee alone, 

And Thine own sovereign will : 
None for the least sin can atone. 

Thou canst the greatest heal. 

The difference lies in gratitude, 

The sense of sin forgiven ; 
The nearer once to hell I stood, 

The deeper thanks in heaven. 



30 Love which passeth knowledge. 

Not fifty, nor five hundred pence. 

Could represent my debt ; 
Millions of years of penitence 

Would leave it owing yet 

But Thou, my gracious Creditor, 

Didst frankly ail forgive ; 
When trembling at Thy bar I stood, 

Thou bad'st Thy debtor live. 

Oh ! then, what love, what praise I owe. 

My Saviour God, to Thee ; 
Lord, grant me grace that love to show 

Throughout eternity ! 



J. R. F. 



LOVE WHICH PASSETH KNOWLEDGE. 
Eph. iii. i6, 17, 18, 19, 

^HE breadth, and length, and depth, and height, 
^ Of Jesus' love to us. 

Are boundless, endless, infinite, 
Unmeasured, fathomless 1 



Love which passeth knowledge. 3 1 

Infinite breadth ! for as the east 

Is from the west apart, 
So far transgressions are released 

From every contrite heart. 

Infinite length ! for Jesus says, 

" Eternal life I give ; 
My sheep who follow in my ways. 

Shall endless joy receive." 

Infinite depth ! for He redeems 

The lost from lowest woe : 
To^what abyss may not the streams 

Of living water flow ? 

Infinite height ! for as the heaven 

Above the earth is high, 
So great the wondrous mercy given. 

To those that to Him cry. 

Oh ! inconceivable display 

Of boundless, endless love ! 
It passeth knowledge, yet we may 

Get wisdom from above. 

Blest Father of our loving Lord, 

To Thee we bow the knee, 
Grant us, according to Thy word, 

Thy glorious truth to see. 



3 2 L(rve which passeth knowledge. 

Grant us to know that none can stray 

So far away from Thee, 
But Thine eternal purpose may 

Reach his extremity. 

Grant us that in the inmost part, 
Strengthened with heavenly might. 

The Lord may dwell in every heart. 
By faith, and love, and light 

Grant us to know the love of Christ ! 

Grant us to comprehend 
With all Thy saints that truth most blest. 

He loves " unto the end," 

Eph. iiL 20, 21. 

fOW unto Him that able is 
To do abundantly, 
Far above all we ask or think, 

To Him for ever be 
Glory, by Jesus in the Church, 

According to the power. 
Which worketh in us : unto Him 

Be glory evermore, 
Throughout all ages without end. 

Glory for evermore I 

Amen. 

J. R. F. 



At the Cross, 33 



AT THE CROSS. 

^ LORD, at Thy dear cross I lie, 
3^ There all my hopes abide ; 
I know, ungrateful wretch, 'twas I 
Whose sins have pierced Thy side I 

Saviour ! what amazing love, 
To bear such guilt as mine ! 

For this Thou camest from above ; 
Thy love was all divine I 

Eternal wrath was justly due 

To one so vile as I ; 
Infinite mercy swiftly flew. 

And gladly wiird to die. 

Yea, from the very jaws of hell 
Thou hast redeemed my soul ; 

Grant me the grace and power to tell 
That Thou hast made me whole. 

My life is worthless, all my powers 
Are lost and stain'd with sin ; 

1 can't recal the wasted hours, 
Nor life anew begin. 



34 At the Cross, 

But, Lord, my works are naught to Thee, 

And every gift is Thine ; 
Since Thou didst give Thy life for me. 

Thy righteousness is mine. 

It is enough. I cast away 

All my fond human pride ; 
I clasp Thy gift, and grateful say, 

" My Surety lived and died." 

Take me, and mould me to Thy will, 

To suffer or to die ; 
Or what, perhaps, is harder still. 

To live in obloquy. 

Take me, and give me perfect rest, 

Whatever Thy purpose be ; 
Whatever comes from Thee is best : 

I yield myself to Thee. 



J. R. F. 




On the Rock. 35 



ON THE ROCK. 

S; ECURE I stand in danger's hour, 
S® Since Thou art on my side, 
Supported by Almighty power, 
T '11 bear what may betide. 

The heaviest troubles sent by Thee 

Are trials of my faith ; 
Didst Thou in justice visit me, 

I am condemn'd to death. 

But, Lord, I trust that Thou hast laid 

My sins on Thy dear Son ; 
My monstrous debt His blood has paid. 

So all my guilt is gone. 

Amazing wonder of the cross ! 

Amazing love of God ! 
Oh ! may I count all else but loss, 

And tread the path He trod. 

Then each correction Thou dost send. 

If it but cleanse my soul, 
May gladly all my nature rend, 

For Thou canst make it whole. 

J. R. F. 
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THE RIGHT WAY. 



** As for God, His way is perfect : the word of the Lord 
is tried." — Psalm xviiL 3a 



tS for God, my soul must say, 
Perfect is His every way ; 
Some have pleased, and some have vex'd, 
Some seem'd plain, and some perplexed. 

Yet His word has still explained 
Every way that pleased or pain'd ; 
Told me why He acted so ; 
Bid me fearless onward go. 

This good word has been my guide ; 
I can say it has been tried — 
Tried, and never has deceived 
Those by whom it was believed. 

Try it further, O my soul ! 
Guide Thy steps by its control ; 
In the end Thou wilt not say, 
False His word or wrong His way. 

W. H, C. 
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A SHADOW ON THE PATH. 



" With clouds He covereth the light*'— Job xxxvi. 32. 



^ FATHER 1 if it be Thy will, remove 
3^ This heavy cloud, and let my mind regain 
Its equal balance, that through every vein 
The fever'd current may more gently move. 
And my calm'd thoughts no more distempered rove, 
Nor with confusM crowdings vex my brain : 
Or if not this, oh ! grant me to retain. 
In darkest hours, a knowledge of Thy love ; 

So that the while, beneath this dread eclipse. 
With trembling and uneven steps I tread 

A path more gloomy than the shades of death, 
Thy kind, supporting hand I may not miss. 
But on Thy bosom pillow my sick head. 
And turn to Thee the undimm'd eye of faith. 



E. J. E. 
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CONFLICT. 



** We wrestle . . . against principalities," &c.—Eph. vi. 12. 



fOPE'S sun has set ; O glorious morning star, 
My Saviour I of my gloom be Thou the light ; 
Let not my weak soul fall before the might 
Of hellish foes who wage combined war. 
In vain my feeble strength essays to bar 
Their eager onset \ o'er my spirit Night 
Has flung her leaden robe, strange shapes affright 
Reason upon her throne. Oh ! be not far, 

My Saviour ! lest the cruel enemy 
Snatch from my nerveless grasp the flaming brand 
I am unskiird to wield ; plead Thou my cause, 
Fight against them who wrestle thus with me ; 
Stretch out Thine own omnipotent right hand, 
And pluck me from the raging lion's jaws. 

E. J. E. 
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DARKNESS ON THE DEEP. 
Matt. xiv. 23-33. 

IP OILING through the dreary night, 
g Stemming stormy billows, 

Watching wildly for the light 
Of the early morning : 

Full of grief I think of Thee, 

Praying far away for me. 

Listening to the howling wind, 
Peering through the blackness. 

Oh ! what clouds and gloom I find 
Overspread the waters : 

Full of fear I hope to see 

Thy sweet presence come to me. 

Startled at the wondrous sight. 

Trembling at Thy power, 
Dreading lest it be a sprite, 

Not the Man of Sorrows : 
Full of doubts, I think I hear — 
" It is I, be of good cheer." 
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Breathing quick with new-found joy. 
Braving needless danger, 

Rashly seeking to employ 
My weak human powers : 

Full of hope, I walk to Thee 

O'er the siuface of the sea. 

Looking at the boist'rous wave, 

Seeing it, not Jesus, 
Fearing, sinking, crying, " Save ! 

Save me, Lord, I perish !" 
Full of need, I grasp Thy hand. 
And Thou bring'st me safe to land. 



J. R. F. 



CONTINUING INSTANT IN PRAYER. 
Matt.'xv. 21-28. 

I^AVE mercy on me. Lord most high, 
©i Thou Son of David, hear ; 
My soul is vexed grievously ; 
Attend unto my prayer. 



Continuing instant in Prayer. 41 

Lord ! Thou answerest not a word ; 
I hear nought else to-day 

But those who urge Thee, gracious Lord, 
To send me quite away. 

1 hear Thee say Thou art not sent 
But to the wandering sheep 

Of Israel's house. O Lord ! relent ; 
Some gifts for Gentiles keep. 

O Lord ! I worship at Thy feet ; 

Oh ! help me in my need ; 
Thou sayest, " To dogs it is not meet 

To cast the children's bread." 

" Truth, Lord, and yet the dogs may eat 

The crumbs which fall beneath 
Their master's table," I repeat 

Instant, though weak in faith. 

Lord Jesus, let me hear Thy voice, 

"So be it as Thou wilt;" 
Then shall my trembling heart rejoice, 

Freed from its load of guilt. 

J. R. F. 
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ROLLING OFF THE BURDEN. 

I Peter, v. 7 5 Matt, vl 34. 

fORD Jesus, hear my trembling prayer, 
And free my faithless soul from care ; 

How long shall dark forebodings last ? 

Thou knowest all things — all the past 

And all the future Thou dost know 

Of every wanderer here below ; 

The need of every child of man 

Thou dost with deep compassion, scan. 
Then, teach me no more anxious thought to take 
Of each " to-morrow,*' or my heart will break. 

Alas ! none ever breathed who had 

More cause to be alarmed and and sad. 

Sin and its awful consequence, 

Unmoved by tears of penitence. 

Must carry out Thy just decree, 

Though saved by grace, and thus made free 

The sinner feels Thy chastisement — 

Tis chastisement not punishment. 
Then teach me no more anxious thought to take 
Of each " to-morrow," or my heart will break. 
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Though all unworthy of Thy love, 

Rich blessings, shower'd from above. 

Have taught my foolish, thankless heart. 

That mercy did not quite depart, 

When Thou didst visit with the rod, 

And drove me weeping to my God. 

I now can touch with truer sense 

Some links in all that providence. 
Then teach me no more anxious thought to take 
Of each " to-morrow," or my heart will break. 

I do desire, if Thou wilt bless, 

To seek Thy perfect righteousness, 

Renouncing every other plea 

But that of abject poverty ; 

I seek Thy kingdom first of all, 

Obedient to Thy gracious call ; 

And though I here must bear the cross, 

I'd count all other things but loss. 
Then teach me no more anxious thought to take 
Of each " to-morrow," or my heart will break. 

J. R. F. 
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EXPECTATION. 
Isaiah xxv. 6-9. 

OT" HIS is our God : we Ve waited long, 
^ And He will save us now. 
This is the Lord : we will be glad, 
And at His footstool bow. 

For in this mountain shall the Lord 

A sacred feast prepare ; 
He bids His people sup with Him, 

And royal bounties share. 

And there He will destroy the vail. 

That gloomy covering cast 
O'er all the nations of the earth. 

While sin and sorrow last 

And He shall take away reproach, 

And all the harsh rebuke, 
Which grieved His people in the world, 

By one kind, gracious look. 

And He will swallow up grim death 

In glorious victory ; 
And God will wipe away all tears 

From every weeping eye. 

J. R. F. 
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THE CLEANSING STREAM. 
2 Kings v. la 

^O, Leper, wash in Jordan's flood; 
'St There 's healing in the tide ; 
(jO, sinner, bathe thee in the blood 
Which flows from Jesus' side. 

With sevenfold faith to persevere, 
Rest not till thou art clean ; 

So shall corruption disappear, 
And purity be seen. 

Oh ! let not pride so madly scorn 

The simple remedy; 
A babe become, anew be bom, 

And learn humility. 

Remember, ere it be too late, 

Thy terrible disease 
Will grow apace till, desperate, 

No balm can heal or case. 



^5 '^ Cleansing Stream. 

Remember, there is only One 
Who can thy sickness cure • 

One good Physician, One aloAe, 
Whose remedy is sure. 

Go to the Prophet : He wUl teach 
The way to heal thy soul ; 

Go to the Priest, and Him beseech 
To tell thee thou art whole, 

Jesus, thy Prophet and thy Priest, 

Is thy Physician, too ; 
When every other hope has ceased. 

He can thy soul renew. 

Go, then, to Him, poor sin-sick soul. 
Tell Him what thou hast been ; 

He points where living rivers roll, 
And says, " Go, wash : be clean/' 



J. R. F. 
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ESCAPING FROM EGYPT. 



" And the children of Israel cried out unto the Lord." 
£xoD. xiv. 10. 



ifcOD of battles, lift Thine arm, 

Gb Strike, and save our souls from harm ; 

Hear our terror-stricken cry, 

For to Thee alone we fly. 

See the fiendish army near, 

Hosts in dread array appear ; 

All the tyrant's hostile might 

Gathering through the awful night. 

Hear the proud oppressor's taunt : 

Hark ! what malice in the vaunt ; 

" Slaves, ye cannot 'scape my hand, 

Thus entangled in the land ; 

Look, before you is the sea, 

Destruction or captivity — 

Choose of evil things the less : 

See the howling wilderness 

Shuts you in — you can't be free ; 

Come, return to slavery." 



48 Escaping from Egypt 

God of battles, quell the foe, 
Save our souls from endless woe ! 

God, who signs and wonders wrought 
Ere we were from bondage brought, 
Thou, who hast almighty power, 
Shield us in this fearful hour ! 
Weak we are, untrain'd to war ; 
Bondage made us what we are : 
Years of cruel slavery. 
Half unwilKng to be free, 
Robb'd us of our manly pride, 
Sapp'd our courage, left us tied. 
Bound with chains, and without strength, 
Till Thou didst appear at length. 
And Thy plagues and judgments sore 
On the proud oppressor pour ; 
Fight for us, or we shall fall. 
Smite the tyrant once for all ! 

Thou, who hast by strength of hand 
Brought us forth from Egypt's land, 
Now remember, O our God, 
We were sprinkled with the blood 
Of Thy gracious covenant. 
See the token Thou didst grant. 
When the angel passed by. 
And we heard the bitter cry 
As the foe laid down to die. 
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Oh ! that was a night of terror 
Much to be observed for ever ; 
Then, thou didst deliverance give — 
Through the blood alone we live — 
Now again deliverance grant, 
Look upon the covenant ; 
Rise, O God, Thy cause maintain, 
Fight for us, or we are slain! 

God, whose pillar leads the way, 
Fire by night, and cloud by day ; 
As Thy hand has brought us here. 
We may trust that Thou art near. 
But we stand in utmost need. 
Sore perplex'd and tried indeed ; 
No escape — we neither see 
Where to stay or where to flee ; 
Forward are the waves of woe, 
And behind the cruel foe. 
Oh ! regard our grievous strait, 
Save us, for our need is great ; 
Leave us not at last, we cry 
In the wilderness to die I 



-^0^ 
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DELIVERANCE. 



' Stand still, and see the salvation of the Lord.**— Ex. xiv. I3» 



^EAR ye not, afflicted nation, 
•^ Dread no more the cruel foe ; 
Mine own arm hath brought salvation ; 
I defend from every woe. 

Stand ye still ; behold ! and wonder, 
Whilst I show my mighty power : 

I will cut the foe asunder ; 
Ye shall see his host no more. 

All that fierce, pursuing army, 
All its power and proud array, 

All those ranks which so alarm ye. 
Shall for ever sink to-day. 

I will fight the battle for you ; 

Ye shall stand and hold your peace : 
Forward, march— I go before you. 

To divide the swelling seas. 
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Lift the rod of faith to heaven, 

Stretch it o'er the sullen tide ; 
Then the billows shall be riven, 

And the waters will be dried. 

Ye shall go — in Me believing — 
Through the sea on firm dry land ; 

Like a wall, the waves, upheaving 
On the right and left, shall stand. 

Fear ye not, stand still, beholding ; 

Great salvation will I show ; 
I, mine own elect upholding, 

Will get honour on the foe. 

J. R. F. 



OUR REFUGE. 
Deut, xxxiil 27-29 ; Deut. vii. 2, 4, 5. 

^ ISRAEL^ none is like thy God, 
2^ He to thy help will fly ; 
He rideth in His excellence, 
Upon the stormy sky. 
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Thy refuge is the eternal God 

To hide thee from alarms, 
And outstretched underneath thee are 

The everlasting arms. 

God shall thrust out the enemy ; 

Before thee shall he flee ; 
And God shall say, Destroy his power, 

Destroy him utterly! 

Then Israel shall in safety dwell 
Alone, though God is near ; 

No lurking foe to vex or hurt, 
Or cause the frequent tear. 

Upon a land of com and wine, 
Shall Jacob's fountain flow ; 

The heavens above him shall drop down 
Their fertilizing dew. 

O happy art thou, Israel ! 

What nation like to thee ? 
O people rescued by the Lord, 

Saved from the enemy. 

Shield of thy help is God, thy God, 

Sword of thy excellence ! 
Thy fortress, and thy tower of strength. 

Thy rock and thy defence. 
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Thy foes shall be subdued to thee. 

They all are liars found ; 
Trample their altars under foot, 

And make them holy ground. 

Break down their idols, and their groves 

With jealous anger bum ; 
Make no delusive covenant, 

Lest thou to folly turn. 

For God hath set His love on thee, 

Not for thine own desert; 
But chose thee for His sacred oath, 

And graved thee on His heart I 

To be to Him a special flock, 

A holy, happy race, 
Sought out and saved from slavery, Xs^ 

Redeemed by sovereign grace ! 

O happy, happy Israel ! 

What people like to thee ? 
Saved by thy God from every ill. 

Saved for eternity. 

J. R. F. 
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THE DESIRED HAVEN. 
Psalm cviL 3a 

^' HEN neither sun, nor moon, nor star was seen, 
^ And my poor, harass'd soul by doubt was toss'd, 
On this sweet word securely did I lean, 

" Of all that Thou hast given Me, none are lost." 

Through the wild storm beneath a threatening sky, 

Alone I trod a path I could not see ; 
Yet, on this sweet word did my soul rely, 

" All that the Father gave shall come to Me." 

Oft, as from this repose dismay'd I tum'd, 
Perchance in this there is no part for thee ; 

Reviving faith the dark temptation spum'd, 
And taught me unto this blest word to flee, 

" Whoso hath heard, and of the Father leam'd," 
My Saviour says it, " cometh unto Me." 

E. J. E. 
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SUNSHINE AFTER GLOOM. 

jMr OW gloomy were those distant hills, 
gfji How leaden was the sea ; 
O'er all the landscape hung the clouds 

Of dull obscurity ; 
And yet, the sun was shining bright 
Above that dreary canopy. 

So, when the gentle breezes blew, 

And drove the clouds away, 
What all before was cold and dark, 

Now shines in radiant day — 
The same bleak hills, the same grey sea, 

Now sparkle in the sunny ray. 

How changed the prospect ! beauties new. 

And things unseen appear ; 
A tree, a rock, a spire, a sail, 

Stands out defined and clear ; 
While glittering lights and varied hues 

Transform the landscape far and near. 
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The mists, which o'er the valley float, 
Ascend, and join the skies, 

The very wreaths of noxious smoke, 
Which o'er the city rise, 

Touched by the magic of the beam. 
Are tum'd to gold before our eyes. 

And on the deep blue of the sky, 

Now open'd to our sight. 
The clouds, which were one even grey, 

Form shapes of dazzling white ; 
And sail before the favouring breeze. 

Fantastic argosies of light 

And if some gloom must still remain, 
And tears fall from the sky. 

The drops reflect the brilliant ray 
More lovely to the eye. 

And build an arch of sevenfold tint 
Across the weeping space on high. 



J. R. F. 
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AN ANXIOUS QUESTION. 

JER. xii. 5. 

fH ! how wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan ? 
Thither fast hastening, oh ! how wilt thou do ? 
Earth's fondest affection, unable to help thee, 
Must stand mutely gazing whilst thou passest thro\ 

Oh ! how wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan ? 

Wilt thou enter calmly ? — thy treasure above ; — 
Or timidly linger, thy chill hands outstretching. 

With sad eyes intent on earth's vanishing love. 

Oh ! how wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan ? 

May thy spirit wing its way safe to the shore ! 
May Jesus be with thee ! may Jesus receive thee ! 

To the home where the children pass out no more. 

E. J. E. 
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A SAFE ANSWER. 
Ps. xxiii. 4; IsA. xliii. 2; John xi. 26; Heb. iv. i, 3. 

fHOPE to do well in the swelling of Jordan, 
Though cold be its waters and rapid the stream ; 
My Saviour is with me in journey and conflict, 
And if with me now, He will be with me then. 

I hope to do well in the swelling of Jordan : 

The rod and the staff, which give comfort to-day, 

Will guide and support me when plunged in the current, 
The same faithful word is my hope and my stay. 

Nay, more ; I believe I have pass'd thro' the Jordan, 
And stand now by faith on the long-promised land; 

Still fighting beneath the great Captain's direction, 
I have to contest every rood hand to hand. 

I gain the fair country on this side the Jordan, 
And rest from the wearying wilderness way ; 

Though Canaanites still may be found in the valleys. 
The King, when He comes, will soon drive them 
away. 

Believers who linger on that side the Jordan, 
Come in, and possess the good land ere ye die ; 

Redeemed out of Egypt, and led through the desert. 
Beware disobedience — doubt not the Most High. 

J. R. F. 
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A LIVELY HOPE. 

I Pet. i. 3, 4, 5. 

f'^H ! blessed be the God of heaven, 
The Father of our Lord, 
Who, through abundant mercy given. 

According to His word, 
Hath caused us to be bom again. 

Unto a lively hope \ 
Who did the powers of hell restrain. 

And can with Satan cope. 
Who, by the resurrection life 

Of Jesus from the dead. 
Hath raised us up from sinful strife 

To live with Him, our Head ; 
In hope of an inheritance 

That fadeth not away. 
An incorrupt and undefiled 

Eternal realm of day, 
Reserved in heaven for you and us. 

Who, by the power of God, 
Are kept — oh ! wondrous faithfulness ! — 

Through faith in Jesus' blood — 
Kept, till salvation shall appear 

Reveal'd at last to view ! 
But ready now for all who hear — 

Yes, ready now for you. 

\. R. E. ^ 
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A VISION OF GLORY. 
Rev. vii. 9-17, and Rev. xxi. 4, 5. 

^ LOOKED, and lo ! a multitude, 
(?^ So great that none could number them, 
In robes of white, all shining stood 

Before the throne, before the Lamb ; 
With palms of victory in their hands, 
They stood in all their countless bands. 
Gathered from every shore and clime, 

Of every nation, kindred, tongue. 
And in a melody sublime, 

They sang their new majestic song \ 
And with a loud, triumphant voice, 
Hiey cried, and bade all heaven rejoice : 
" Salvation to our God ! 
Salvation to the glorious God, 
Which sitteth on the throne ; 
Salvation to the Lamb whose blood 
Did for our sins atone. 
Salvation to our God T* 
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And while heaven's echoes still resound, 
All the bright angels stood around 
About the throne of God most high, 

The elders, and the mystic four, 
And fell before His majesty. 
Upon their faces to adore. 
And worshipped God, and said : " Amen ! 
For ever and for evermore 
Be glory, blessing, wisdom, power. 
To our eternal God and King, 
Thanksgiving, honour, might, we sing 
For evermore. Amen." 

Then one of the crowned elders said, 
" Tell what are these in white arra/d. 
And whence come they ?" So I replied, 
" Thou knowest, sir ; be Thou my guide ;" 
And he the answer thus supplied : 

" These radiant, happy ones are they 
Who once on earth were tried ; 
Out of great tribulation come, 
They now in rest abide. 

" Their robes are washed, their garments shine 
With beauteous heavenly light ; 
The Lamb of God's most precious blood 
Hath made them pure and white. 
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" Therefore, before the throne of God, 
They serve Him day and night. 
And in His holy temple stand 
For ever in His sight. 

" And He, who sitteth on the throne 
In glorious majesty, 
Shall condescend with them to dwell 
Through all eternity. 

" No more shall hunger vex their frame, 
Nor thirst again distress, 
The sun shall never light on them, 
Or any heat oppress. 

" For the most holy Lamb of God, 
Their Saviour and their Guide, 
Shall feed them from the tree of life. 
And heavenly food provide. 

" And He shall lead them gently, as 
A shepherd leads his sheep. 
To living fountains, where the streams 
Flow constant, clear, and deep. 

*' And God Himself shall wipe away 
All tears from every eye, 
And sorrow, crying, pain, and death, 
For evermore shall fly. 
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" The former things are pass'd away, 
God hath made all things new, 
His word shall stand for ever sure, 
Faithful, and tried, and true !" 



Rev. xxi. 6, 7. 

AM Alpha and Omega, 
I am first and I am last ; 
It is done — the work is finished. 
And the former things are past. 

Unto him that thirsteth, freely 

Living water will I give ; 
He shall drink of God's pure river, 

And for ever he shall live. 

All things, he that overcometh 

Shall inherit as his own ; 
I will be his God and Father, 

He shall be My loving son. 

It is done ! No death or sorrow 
Shall molest my people more ; 

All their foes completely vanquished. 
All their griefs for ever o'er ! 
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Glorious rest, and perfect safety, 
Lovely peace and purity, 

In the golden, shining city, 
Now and for eternity. 



J. R. F. 



THE BLOOD-BOUGHT BRIDE. 

Psalm xlv. 9; Heb. i. 6-14; Heb. ii. 16; Rev. vii. 11 
Rev. xix. 7, 8. 

fT may be wrong, and yet I would not be 
An angel formed in spotless purity ; 
It may be strange, with all my sins and cares, 
I would not change this lot of mine for theirs. 
They, in the light of God, have ever shone, 
Yet joys are mine which they have never known. 
They, since He made them first, have ever been 
Viewing His love, no earthly veil between ; 
In that, fi-om age to age, they still abide, 
Drink of His fulness, and are satisfied. 
Yet, even they bend down, new depths to see, 
J^ew depths of love, the love that rescued me. 
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Sweet are their songs, yet not to them is given 

To sing the song of the redeemed in heaven. 

Bright are their crowns, their harps of shining gold. 

Yet, in their hands, nor victor's palm they hold. 

Nor wreaths they wear, such as shall clasp the brow 

Of those who pass through tribulation now. 

Their robes are white, yet they shall fade beside 

The robes which Jesus' blood hath purified. 

They near Him stand, but for His bride alone 

Remains the place the nearest to the throne. 

To her alone it shall be given to rest 

Upon His arm and lean upon His breast. 

Blest thought ! each conflict here, each bitter strife, 

Shall there add sweetness to the cup of life. 

Each heavy stroke shall but His child prepare, 

To be a pillar in His temple there ; 

There where the things, which darkly now I see, 

Shall be in perfect light reveal'd to me. 

Then, be it so ; a sinner though I am. 

Yet will I boast and glory in the Lamb. 

The vilest I — yes, be it 'so, for such 

Have much forgiven, and they love Him much. 

F. S. G. 
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" HE HATH DONE ALL THINGS WELL." 

Mark vii. 37. 

} E hath done all things well" — not some, but all — 
All things in heaven and earth, for at His word 
All things were made — alike the great and small, 

The glorious angel and the little bird, 
The starry spheres, the insect multitude — 
And His own voice pronounced all " very good." 

" He hath done all things well," with silent awe 
Our inmost hearts confess, when we survey 

The varied universe, which by His law 
Is constantly upheld. 'Tis the display 

Of infinite perfection, and of care. 

Minute and watchful reaching evefywhere. 

"He hath done all things well," we loudly cry, 
When, with His bounteous hand, He loadeth us 

With daily benefits. Then, the glad eye 
Looks up with eager love and thankfulness ; 

And while our grateful hearts with rapture swell. 

We own, indeed. He hath done all things well. 
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" He hath done all things well :" in Him we live, 
And move, and have our being ; not a thought 

Can vibrate, but He knows it ere it give 
Itself a shape, with good or evil fraught ; 

Yet every good and perfect gift comes down 

From Him who once did wear the thorny crown. 

" He hath done all things well :" yes, though we hear 
Discord among the harmonies, and see 

Decay and death, the fruits of sin, appear 
Within us and around — a mystery 

Is this too deep for us to fathom now ; 

We humbly take the truth, and meekly bow. 

" He hath done all things well," and evermore 
He doeth all things well. This is the test 

Of trust in him ; the trial every hour 
Of precious faith. On this we rest, 

That come what may, however dark or fell, 

He loves us, and He doeth all things well. 

" He hath done all things well :" so, once of yore, 
The Shunamite confessed, even when her heart 

Was rent, with sudden anguish at its core. 
For her dead child of promise. For her part. 

She would not question God's unerring will. 

And answered, " It is well," though all went ill. 
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" He hath done all things well," the Patriarch knew, 
Though evil tidings, and the loss of all 

He held most dear, came sudden, fast, and true. 
Then, with a mantle rent and prostrate fall, 

Exclaimed, " He gave, and He hath taken away : 

Blest be His holy name, now and for aye." 

" He hath done all things well," yet, when on earth, 
He answer'd not the oft-repeated prayer 

Of the Greek woman, that the matchless worth 
Of her great faith might brilliantly appear, 

And serve to keep us at the throne of grace, 

Though long He may see fit to hide His face. 

" He hath done all things well," yet He abode 
Two days ere He repaired to Bethany 

To raise the loved one from the grave ; while flowed 
The tears of Mary and her sister, He 

Came not to dry them, that their faith 

Might shine the more even at the gates of death. 

" He hath done all things well," He hath, He hath ! 

And we can dimly see it as we gaze 
Back on the stages of the weary path 

By which He led us through life's treacherous maze. 
Our sorrows were but checks to keep us straight, 
And. draw us nearer to the heavenly g^te. 
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He hath done, and He doeth, all things well, 

For ever and for ever shall we cry ; 
For He hath ransom'd us from depths of hell, 

To make us kings throughout eternity ! 
Then shall we know how well were all things done 
To the eternal glory of the Three in One 1 

J. R. F. 



IN MEMORIAM. 
John xiv. 2. 

[ Y Father's house 1" there are no shadows there, 
Where faith is past for ever, lost in sight ! 
Where love hath full completeness, and the light 
Which blindeth hope — the glory light — hath ne'er 
Been seen through tears. When, Father, shall I share 
In this Thy rest ? Oh ! here is sin's deep stain. 
And dark forebodings, and bereavement's pain. 
Distance from Thee, absence from those who were 

Once mine and Thine, now Thine alone till Thou 
Thyself shalt make us ever one with Thee. 

Our hearts are sick with longings for Thy home 
And its unbroken circle. While we bow. 
And thank Thee that Thy hand most plenteously 
Hath crown'd our lot, we pray. Lord, quickly come. 



7© Entering into Rest 

ENTERING INTO REST. 
Heb. iv. 3 ; I John v. io, i i. 

fORBID it, Lord, that I should doubt 
Thy boundless power and love ; 
Oh ! let my spirit search Thee out, 
And all Thy goodness prove. 

Bid my distracted soul repose 

Upon Thy gracious word, 
And when in deatH mine eyes shall close. 

Call me to Thee, my Lord. 

Thy record stands — 'tis writ in blood ; 

Eternal life is given ; 
I come to Thee, Thou Lamb of God, 

Give me Thyself— that 's heaven ! 

Let me not add that crowning sin 

To all my load of guilt, 
To quench the Spirit's flame within. 

Or slight the blood once spilt. 

Oh ! God forbid that I should make 

A liar of my God ; 
The vilest may Thy grace partake 

I plead Thy precious blood. 
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Make me believe Thine own decree, 

That record of Thy Son, - 
That Thou hast given to me — even me ! — 

The life which He has won. 

Oh ! life in Christ ! I reach my hand ; 

I grasp the gift divine ; 
Henceforth secure complete I stand : 

Eternal life is mine ! 

But, oh ! my God, I bow my head. 

And tremble while I stand. 
Lest I should grieve the Lord who bled, 

Or wound afresh that Hand, 

I bow before the throne of grace. 

And only live by faith ; 
Yes, every hour would seek Thy face. 

And pray with every breath. 

I die to sin — I live anew — 

I would be wholly Thine ; 
Work in me all that's good and true ; 

Thy life I claim as mine ! 

J. R. F. 
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" IN HIS RIGHT MIND." 
Mark v. 15. 

fHAVE been very blind, 
Stumbling, bereft of sight, 
I come to Thee, my God, to find 
The true, the heavenly light 

I have been wandering far 

In the cold, gloomy night ; 
Oh 1 rise my Sun and Morning Star, 

And make my future bright. 

I have been wounded sore 

In the fierce, deadly fight ; 
Heal me, and then for evermore 

I 11 conquer in Thy might. 

Though blind, perplex'd, and lame, 
Thou, Lord, wilt guide me right. 

And give me victory through Thy name. 
And put my foes to flight 

Then shall I walk with Thee, 

And in Thy ways delight. 
Till Thou Shalt lead me tenderly 

To Thine own realm of light 

J. R. F. 
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"PERFECT LOVE CASTETH OUT FEAR." 

I John iv. 18. 

® WAY with fear ! Thy love, 
<^ Thy perfect love to me, 
Casts out unholy fears, and bids 
My whole soul rest in Thee. 

What though so vile I be, 

What though past sins demand 

Death, ruin, loss of all I prize — 
I take all at Thy hand. 

Thy will is love ! I know 

By Thine own sacred word, 
Thou hast redeemed my soul from hell ! 

Thy will be done, my Lord. 

Into Thy hands I fall ; 

Do with me as Thou wilt ; 
I 'm Thine by purchase of Thy blood, 

And Thou hast borne my guilt 

What, then, have I to fear ? 

Or why thus darkly brood ? 
Thy love first shown makes me love Thee ; 

All things shall work for good 

J. R. F. 
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A PARAPHRASE. 
Psalm cm. 

^?H ! bless the Lord, my inmost soul, 
^kif Oh I bless His holy name ; 
Forget not all His benefits ; 
My soul. His praise proclaim. 

For He forgiveth all Thy sin, 
And healeth all thy pains ; 

Thy life He saveth from despair, 
And from destruction's chains. 

He crowneth thee right royally, 
With heaven's bright diadem. 

With tender mercies all His own, 
And love's most holy flame. 

He satisfieth with all good 

Thy deathless hungerings, 
So that thou dost, with youth renewed, 

Mount ujion eagle's wings. 

He executeth righteousness 

And justice in the land. 
And freeth poor enslaved ones 

From the oppressor's hand. 



A Paraphrase. 75 

Thus He to Moses, at the bush, 

Made known His way and will. 
And sent a strong deliverer, 

To captive Israel. 

The Lord is merciful to all, 

Gracious, long-suffering. 
And plenteous in His tender love 

To every living thing. 

He will not always keep His wrath, 

Nor ever harshly chide; 
Though we provoke him day by day, 

His love and truth abide. 

He hath not dealt as we deserve 

For all our acts of sin, 
Nor yet rewarded us for all 

Our wickedness within ; 

For look, how high the heavens expand 

This lower world above, ** 
So great toward them that fear His name, 

Are both His grace and love. 

Look, how immeasurably wide 

The East is from the West, 
So far haih He removed our sins, 

From us so long oppressed. 
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Like as a father pitieth 

His helpless children's claim, 

So doth the Lord compassionate 
The souls that fear His name. 

For well He knoweth how He made 

Our feeble frame of dust, 
And He remembereth that full soon 

Return to it we must 

The days of man are but as grass. 

And as a frail field-flower 
He flourisheth — ^the passing wind 

May blast it in an hour. 

Tis gone ; the place where once it grew 

Shall never know it more, 
But the great goodness of the Lord 

Endureth evermore. 

His everlasting righteousness 

Will siu-ely rest on them. 
Who with their children's children learn 

To fear His holy name. 

Yea, upon such as humbly here 

His covenant fulfil, 
And think upon His holy laws 

That they may do His will. 
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The Lord in heaven His seat prepared. 

And set His throne on high, 
His kingdom ruleth over all * 

Throughout immensity. 

Oh ! all ye angels, praise the Lord, 

Ye that in strength excel, 
Ye hosts that hearken to his voice, 

And execute His will. 

Oh ! praise the Lord, ye beings bright. 

Ye ministers of grace, 
Who do His pleasure at command. 

Through all the realms of space. 

Oh I speak ye good of God our King 

In all His wide domain, 
Ye works of His — thou, too, my soul, 

Raise thou the joyful strain ! 

J. R. F. 



yS Good Night. 



GOOD NIGHT. 

|P AREWELL, dear friends, adieu, adieu 
^ Still in God's ways delight, 
And grace and peace shall be with you ; 
Good night, good night, good night 

And when Christ's banner is unfurFd, 

The signal for our flight, 
We each shall say to this vain world. 

Good night, good night, good night. 

But when we meet beyond the cloud. 

And see the glorious sight, 
We then shall sing more sweet, more loud. 

And never say, Good night. 

W. H. C. 
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